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MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT

I'M

A Belgian named  Courtois,  formerly  corporal  in  my
regiment, for whom, as one of my best soldiers, I had ob-
tained the Legion  of Honour; entered the  hotel at that
moment.    He had lost a leg in Russia in the previons year,
and I had been fortunate enough to save his life by procuring
for him the means of returning to France.    For this he was
so grateful that while I was at Mons in the winter of 1814
he often came to see me, on those occasions putting on the
uniform of the 23rd Chasseurs, which he had so honourably
worn.    Now it happened that on the  night  in   question,
Courtois, being on his way back to the house of a relation with
whom he was staying, saw the enemy's detachment making
for the H6tel de la Poste.    Although  the  brave   corporal
knew that I no longer stopped there, he wished to make sure
that his colonel was not in any danger, and boldly walked
into the hotel, taking his relation with him.    At the sight of
the French uniform and the decoration the Prussians were
infamous enough to assault the poor maimed man, and try
to tear the cross from his breast.    The old soldier tried to
defend his decoration; the  Prussian  Cossacks  killed him,
dragged his body into the street, and continued their orgies.
In proportion to my weak garrison, Mons was so large
that I had fortified myself in the barrack and concentrated
my right defence on that point, forbidding my soldiers to go
in the direction of the great square.    I had been informed
that the enemy were there, but I did not know their strength,
and feared that the inhabitants might unite with them.   But
as soon as these latter heard of the murder of their compatriot
Courtois, a man  esteemed by all the neighbourhood, they
resolved to avenge him, and, forgetting for the moment their
grudge against the French, they deputed the brother of Courtois
and some of the most prominent and bravest among them-
selves to ask me to put myself at their head and drive out
the Cossacks.    No doubt the excesses which these people
had committed in the hotel made every citizen fear for his
own family and house, and had quite as much as the death
of Courtois to do with their desire to turn the Cossacks out.
They would, no doubt, have acted very differently if regularlandlord. They ill-treated him, plundered him,
